ALONG  THE  ROAD

a not very interesting church, and finally, the
best picture in the world.

The best picture in the world is painted in
fresco on the wall of a room in the town hall.
Some unwittingly beneficent vandal had it
covered, some time after it was painted, with a
thick layer of plaster, under which it lay hidden
for a century or two, to be revealed at last in a
state of preservation remarkably perfect for a
fresco of its date. Thanks to the vandals, the
visitor who now enters the Palazzo dei Con-
servator! at Borgo San Sepolcro finds the stupend-
ous Resurrection almost as Piero della Franceses
left it. Its clear, yet subtly sober colours shine
out from the wall with scarcely impaired fresh-
ness. Damp has blotted out nothing of the
design, nor dirt obscured it. We need no imagin-
ation to help us figure forth its beauty ; it stands
there before us in entire and actual splendour3 the
greatest picture in the world.

The greatest picture in the world. . . . You
smile. The expression is ludicrous, of course.
Nothing is more futile than the occupation of
those connoisseurs who spend their time compil-
ing first and second elevens of the world's best
painters, eights and fours of musicians, fifteens of
poets, all-star troupes of architects and so on.